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LUCY  OF  LAMMERMOOR 


Act  1st.,  Scf/ne  1st. —  A  Forest  avenue — Castle  in  the  du 
tance — A  Gothic  pufnp  painted  on  fiat ,  2nd  e.l.h. — Lock 
hart  and  Hunters  enter  r,  h.,  with  spears ,  $•<?.,  a  robin 
hanging  from  one — -Ashton  meets  them,  smoking  apickwiol 

Lock .  How  pale  and  haggard,  his  looks  look  blue  ; 

Can’t  keep  up  his  Christopher. 

Ash.  Locky,  is  that  you  ? 

Lock.  Why  do  you  mope  at  home  ?  such  a  dab-hit. 

Look  at  the  game  we/ve  got,  there’s  a  rabbit  l 
Ash.  Excuse  me,  Lockv,  that  thus  I  cut  you  short, 

Ju£t  now,  my  friend,  T*rn  not  inclin’d  for  sport. 

This  Edgar  of  Kavenswood  has  flopt  his  affections 
On  sister  Lu,  and  caus’d  these  defections; 

Pretty  conduct  to  her  loving  brother. 

Lock.  Oui. 

Ash .  It  knocks  down  all  mv  plans  and  floors  me. 

I’m  done  up,  the  knocker  and  the  bell 
Are  always  going  ;  I’m  a  clean'd  out  swell. 

For  ev’ry  one  who  calls  politely  axes 
For  his  small  bill,  or  the  blessed  taxes  ! 

Just  at  this  moment  too,  when  I’m  so  needy; 

Quite  stumpt  up,  and  so  infernal  seedy  ; 

My  fortune  gone,  lost  favour  too  at  court; 

Oblig’d  to  spout  mv  sister’s  pianoforte. 

A  rich  marriage  with  this  Buckl-avv-noddy, 

Would  give  us  credit  here  with  ev’ry  body. 

He  clean’d  me  out  tit  put,  precious  twister. 

’Greed  to  cry  quits  if  I’d  give  him  sister, 

Now,  no  father  or  mother  she  has  got. — 

Lock,  (aside.)  A  fact,  but  mention’d  by  Sir  Walter  Scott. 
Ash.  I  asTier  guardian  should  have  disposal 
Of  her  to  any  one  with  good  proposal. 

Lock.  Have  you  not  heard  the  news? — This  Edgar  goes 
To  France  in  haste,  to  parley  with  our  foes. 

Ash .  Oh  !  that  the  steamer  in  which  he’s  ta’en  his  place 
May  burst  its  boiler,  and  blow  up  his  race. 
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Lock.  But  e’re  lie  goes,  your  sister  has  agreed 
To  meet  him. 

Where  ? 

Behind  the  pump. 

Indeed ! 

Aria. .  Ashton,* 

Of  this  blade  let  that  blade  beware,  O  ! 

With  passion  my  bosom  doth  flare,  O ! 

With  vengeance,  with  vengeance  I'll  seek  him, 

By  his  nose,  his  pug  nose,  1  will  tweak  him  ! 

Yes,  1  11  stick  to  him  just  like  a  blister  j 
1  swear  Lucy  ne’er  shall  be  his'n  ! 

For,  before  he  shall  wed  my  fair  sister. 

This  goes  bang  slap  through  his  wis’n  ! 

(Exit  Ashton  and  Lockart  r.ii.e. 
Enter  Lucy  l.h.u.e. 

Lucy  By  this  old  gothic  pump  he  said  he’d  meet  me* 

Where  art  thou  ?  is  this  the  way  to  treat  me  ? 

Oh,  Edgar!  Oh!  how  strange  that  I  should  love  him. 
Whilst  brother  would  into  yon  horse-pond  shove  him. 

In  our  sweetheartings  all  things  seems  to  cross  us, 

Just  like  a  mad  bull,  fate  doth  seem  to  toss  us. 

Cupid,  alas  !  we  fair  maids  ought  to  pity, 

To  cheer  me  up  I’ll  sing  a  doleful  ditty. 

Cavatina^-Lucy. 

Omv  ducky,  oh  my  deary. 

Of  my  wretched  life  I’m  weary. 

Lucy’s  lor  her  Teddy  pining — 

W here  can  be  the  darling  boy  ? 

Edgar,  alas  !  is  from  me  straying  ; 

For  my  sweetheart  here  I’m  praying— 

Love  will  burst  my  tender  stays. 

Again,  again  my  heart  is  swelling, 

To  this  pump  my  love  I’m  telling, 

To  this  pump,  &c.  ( repeated ) 

Enter  Edgar  l.h.u.e* 

Edgar.  My  Lucy ! 

Lucy .  Edgar  !  Why  have  you  thus  delayed  ?v 

Edgar .  Pressing  business  kept  me,  my  lovely  maid. 

Do  not  look  so  gium,  my  heart’s  fond  treasure. 

Lucy.  Pretty  lover — minds  bus’ness  before  pleasure  ! 

Edgar.  Oh,  Lucy,  dear,  alas !  you  soon  will  lose  me; 

Don’t  while  I  remain,  sweet  maid,  abuse  me. 

I’ve  something,  love,  will  fill  you  full  of  horror— 

I’m  going  to  Paris  on  bus’ness,  love,  to-morrow, 

To  settle  tiie  affair  of  “  national  defences.” 

I  ve  got  the  tin  for  travelling  expenses. 

My  country’s  call  demands,  and  I  must  toddle — 


Ash. 
Lock . 
Ash. 
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Lucy.  Over  the  herring-pond  must  my  duck  waddle  ? 
Edgar.  But  first  I’ll  go  unto  your  Brother  straight, 

I  saw  him  yonder,  swinging  on  a  gate. 

Ask  him  to  shake  me  by  the  daddie — 

Give  me  your  fist — and  then  to  Paris  paddle. 
Lucy.  Fist  indeed,  why  that’s  my  hi  other’s  hobby  ; 

,  His  list  would  send  you,  Ted,  tip  over  lobby, 

Edgar.  I  am  the  last  of  my  race — your  brother— 

Ruin’d  my  father,  me,  — also  my  mother  : 

But  your  sweet  face  my  tender  heart  hath  charm' 
And  thy  fond  love  hath  my  fierce  rage  disarm’d. 
Aria. .  Edgar. 

By  ray  daddy’s  crumbling  grave, 

I  swore  an  oash — so  help  me  bob  * 

That  my  whiskers  I’d  ne'er  shave, 

'Till  I’d  crack’d  your  brother’s  nob. 

Love  ha'h  all  my  ra.e  disarmed. 

Like  with  of  rushlight  I’m  enfiamed  ; 

Those  bright  e\es  my  senses  charmed — 

Like  Abd-el-Kader  1  am  tarried. 

Lucy .  Edgar!  Edgar!  thou  lov’d  and  lovely  you  tli* ! 
My  love  grows  desperate,  I’m  as  true  as  truth  ; 
Sweetest,  as  sweet  as  barley-sugar  to  me, 

I’ll  keep  my  fond  heart  in  pickle  for  thee, 

For  my  brother - send  him  to  old  nick — he 

Shall  not  thwart  my  will,  Ted — blow  my  dicky  ! 
Edgar.  Dear  Lucy,  take  this  ring,  my  love  from  me. 
Lucy .  Dear  Edgar,  this,  my  ring,  I  give  to  thee. 

Part  with  it  not  on  any  false  pretence, 

It  cost  my  poor  mamma,  love,  eighteenpence. 
When  of  the  rowdy,  Edgar,  you’re  clean’d  out, 
Swear  that  this  ring  you  ne’er  will  spout. 

Edgar .  Me  ?  Spout  Lucy’s  ring  for  dirty  pell. 

Rather  would  I  go  up  the  spout  myself. 

.Lucy.  Edsrar,  love,  French  girls  are  most  enchanting  ; 
While  you’re  away  now  don’t  go  gahvanting, 

And  to  the  Opera  should  you  chance  to  go, 

Mind  shut  your  eyes  when  you  see  Cento. 

Edgar.  I  shall  be  blind  to  all,  my  love,  but  thee. 

To  Ceiito,  or  cherry  nose,  or  cherry-tree  ; 

No  Cerito  steps,  or  Grisi  lips  will  do, 

I’ll  think  of  thy  lips,  a  cherry  cut  in  two  ! 

Lucy.  If  you  don’t  write,  I’ll  die,  and  then  my  ghost 
Shall  come  and  haunt  you — write— 

Edgar.  By  ev’ry  post. 
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Duett.— Lucy  and  Edgar. 

Edgar  (solo). 

A  valentine  1 11  send  to  you. 

On  which  I’ll  paint  a  heart,  none  truer; 

Two  Cupid’s  darts  stuck  in  askew, 

Just  like  a  bullock’s  on  a  skewer. 

Lucy  (solo). 

And  1  will  send,  my  love,  to  you. 

And  mind  you  kiss  it  when  it  comes. 

The  portraits  of  two  lovers  true. 

Surrounded  by  small  cherrybums. 

Lucy  and  Edgar. 

I’ll  bid  thee  now  farewell! 

What  knife  can  cut  in  two 
Such  llamii  g  love?  Farewell,  farewell 
A  long,  a  short— adieu  ! 

Scene  2. — A  Gothic  Hall . — Men  in  Armour . 

Enter  Ashton  r.h.  meeting  Lockhart. 

Ash.  So,  Lockhart,  I  see  by  your  returning  you’ve  come  back 
What  news  bring  you  ? 

Lock.  The  very  news  you  lack. 

Ash.  Of  Edgar  ? 

Lock.  Yes,  lie’s  coming  home  in  haste, 

My  spies  of  jealousy  have  given  him  a  taste. 

He  thinks  your  sister  false,  his  love  which  burn’d. 

To  bitter  hatred  on  the  moment  turn’d. 

I’ve  open’d  all  the  letters  on  their  way. 

Ash .  That’s  not  the  thing. 

Lock.  ’Tis  done,  sir  ev’ry  day. 

The  ring  she  gave  him  by  the  old  Park-pump 
I’ve  had  one  madejust  like  it. 

Ash.  You’re  a  trump! 

Lock.  Here  it  is,  she’s  coming  through  the  hall. 

Ash.  Show  her  the  ring  when  for  it  I  shall  call, 

Take  your  leave,  and  leave  the  rest  to  me. 

[Exit  Lockhart  r.h.i.e.1 
Enter  Lucy,  l.ii.i.e.  (pale  and  wretched.) 

Lucy.  Heigho  ! 

Hsh.  Lucy,  my  dear,  a  fair  good  morrow. 

Cheer  up  my  pet,  banish  ev’ry  sorrow, 

Lu  shall  have  a  husband  ! 

Lucy.  Horror  !  Horror  ! 

Hsh.  Bucklaw,  thy  intended  husband  soon  will  come. 
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Lucy.  I  slick  but  to  my  old  love. 

Ash.  Nonsense,  rum} ill* mat! 

Lacy.  I  vow’d  a  vow  and  nledgM  to  him  my  ring. 

What  in  are  I’d  say  I  will  not  say  but  sing. 

Duk:t. — L  *y  }■•  ud  Ashton. 

J  v  . i 

Mark  haw  grief  my  f  rm  is  wasting  ! 

Lms  of  bit  ters  i’vo  be  n  tasting. 

Brother,  look  here  UiL  eye,  sir. 

Once  Lko  com  f,s  dazzli'  g  bright. 

Now  as  dim  as  bad  rushl-glit. 

Lucy  Jalsc  !  no,  Lucy  die,  sir  ! 

Ashton  (aside)  and  Lucy. 

1  can’t  see  her  form  is  wasting. 

Gin  and  bitters  she's  been  tasting; 

Sec  my  togs  threadbare  and  tender 
Edgar’s  false,  love,  he’s  a  shy-sir! 

Ash .  Won’t  you  have  Bucklaw  ? 

Lucy  Brother,  never ! 

No  scissors  can  my  tiue-love-sever, 

Edgar,  dear  youth  ! 

Ash .  As  I’m  a  true  man* 

Edgar  is  false,  lie’s  got.  another  woman. 

Lockhart !  the  proof. 

Enter  Lockhart,  shows  Lucy  the  ring  and  then  Exits. 
Lucy .  What’s  this?  my  ring  ! 

By  my  garters  in  the  air  I’ll  swing. 

(She  goes  into  an  hysterical  fit,  she  points  to  her  pockety 
Ashton  places  her  into  a  chair ,  aud  takes  from  her  pocket 
a  bottle ,  tabled  “  Kinnahans  L  L.”) 


Aria. .  Lucy. 

My  heart  is  a  bu’sting. 

My  tears  I  could  swim  in ; 

For  gals,  when  men  trusting. 

Are  stupid  young  wimmin. 

If  this  had  not  saved  me,  ( drinks ) 

I  should  have  been  dead. 

Alas,  it  is  empty — 

All  comfort  has  fled. 

[Music,  without ,  “  Let  us  haste  to  tie  wedding  ” 


Lucy . 

Ash . 


What  sounds  are  those  ? 

Thy  rich  intended. 


Bucklaw ! 
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Evert. 
Ash. 
Lucy . 
Ash. 
Lucy, 


Ha!  O,  Elgar!  false  deceiving  divil. 
Mop  up  your  tears. 

It  does  me  good  to  snivil. 

Wed  blit  this  Bucklaw  of  all  my  duns  you  rid  me, 
Edgar’s  a  humbug  ;  I'll  do  whate’er  you  bid  me.. 


Duett.  .  Lucy  and  Aslit  m. 

Ashton.  Lury,  Edgar  tas  Ir'ravc’d  ‘ L, re! 

H<  s  swueO-rartir.p  wit  I  another. 

Nincompoop.  Lu .  ho  has  made  thee  ; 

Show  y  ur  rl  ck — 

Lucy,  My  love  I  )l  -ov  her. 

Why  not  "ive  i !i wretch  a  b^n<'in  ? 

I  ll  J i a r  ir  mys  lf.  why  to  f  falter? 

Ashton ,  If  you  wi«h,  lovc,u>1»*  hanging. 

Let  me  lead  you  to  the  altai  ! 

{Exeunt,  l.h.i  e. 

Scene  3. — A  Gothic  chamber,  folding  doors. 

Enter  Guests,  Bide-the-Bont,  Bucklaw,  a;.d  Ashton. 


•Chorus. 

Jov,  fairest  sir,  awaits  thee  here, 

Hymei  ’s  torch  is  lighted. 

Plenty  of  whiskey,  ale,  and  beer, 

Sucli  things  can  t  be  slighted. 

Buck.  All  the  friends  I  have  are  thy’un  ! 

All  the  foes  you  have  are  my’un, 

Where  is  your  beauteous  sister  Lucy  ? 

I’m  all  agog  to  sec  her. 

Ash.  You  see, 

She’s  at  the  toilet,  these  young  silly  gals 
Take  some  time  to  put  on  their  fal-lals. 

Her  maiden  baslifulness  you  must  excuse,  sir, 

She’s  very  timid,  so  prythee  gently  use  hem 
Buck.  Ah !  the  sweet  maid  comes,  her  lovely  blushes 
Peep  like  a  water-lilly  through  bull-rushes. 

How  pale  she  seems,  and  yet  her  turn-up  nose 
Looks  reddish,  like  the  bloom  upon  the  rose! 

Enter  Lucy  (pale,  dressed  in  white \  with  a  white  wreath f 
Ash .  Behold  thy  blooming  bride. 

Lucy .  My  heart  goes  pit-a-pat 

Brother,  I  won’t  be  married,  and  that’s  fiat. 
^Bucklaw  is  about  to  kiss  her  hand ,  she  knocks  him  down.) 
Do  not  proceed,  my  tender  heart  you  wrench- 
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Ash  (aside)  Would  you  see  your  brother  in  the  Bench? 

]Aicy.  The  Bench  !  no  maid  e’er  felt  what  I  now  suffer. 

Ash.  Here  is  the  contract,  stick  to  her,  my  buffer  ! 

Lucy.  O  !  Edgar,  thou  hast  done  this,  thou  false  spark. 
Buck.  There's  my  autograph.  ( They  sign  contract. 

Lucy .  And  there’s  my  mark. 

Alas  !  ’tis  done. 

Edgar,  suddenly  enters  c.d. 

Edgar  ( throwing  off  a  cloak).  And  so,  by  goles,  am  I ! 

Lucy.  Edgar!  O,  brother!  a  diam,  or  I  shall  die  ! 

Are  you  a  spirit  or  a  living  body? 

I’m  going  to  go,  give  me  some  whiskey  toddy. 

Ash.  Ne’er  mind  him,  sister. 

Edgar  (to  Taicy.)  You  vow’d  to  stick  as  firmly  as  a  blister. 
False  perjur'd  maid  !  your  conduct’s  wrong; 

With  passion  pure  I’ve  lov’d  you,  Lucy,  long. 

Lucy .  Lucy  Long  !  of  speech  a  pretty  figure  ; 

Lucy  Long  !  do  you  take  me  for  a  nigger  ? 

Edgar.  Thy  conduct’s  black,  true  love  you  cannot  feel, 

Down  on  your  marrow-bones,  false  Lucy — Kneel  ! 
Ash.  You  Master  Ravenswood 

Quit  the  premises ! 

Lucy  (aside.)  I  wish  /  could. 

Bide.  Lucy  has  wed  another. 

Edgar.  Is  this  true? 

Bide.  She  can’t  commit  bigamy  by  wedding  two. 

Edgar  {snatches  the  ring  from  Lucy's  hand). 

Give  me  my  ring,  yours  my  finger  fidgets, 

There’s  thy  ring,  I  wring  it  from  my  digits. 

Edgar  (solo). 

O!  cursed  be  the  pump  where  I  beheld  thee  ! 

Blow  your  love,  would  from  that  I’d  withheld  me  ; 

Yes,  accursed  be  the  pump—  accursed  be  the  pusnp 
Where  first  1  beheld  thee! 

And  thy  mug — that  ugly  mug! 

Think  not,  my  lass,  this  11  unavenged  pass  ; 

While  my  body  has  breath,  yes  I’ll  row  unto  death, 
l'li  annoy  ye — 

Ashton  and  Chorus. 

Ah,  what  madness !  away,  thou  cracked  man, hence,  away. 
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Licy,  Ashton,  a?id  Chorus. 

Trundl?,  thou  cracked  man,  or  by  jingo  (I)  ho  will  make  the®  ; 
Ketch  a  policeman — lie  hence  soon  wid  take  thee. 

ToUd.e,  or  else,  of  your  freedom  boreit 

Edgar  (solo). 

Toddle  from  hence?  Oh,  yea—  ov.  r  the  left ! 

0 nines  (prestissimo)  repeat  this  —  General  consternation — • 
Edgar  breaks  Buck  law’s  nose  and  gives  Ashton  a  blacn  eye 
— Lucy  swoons  on  the  ground. — Scene  closes  them  in. 

S;  ene  4.  —  Same  as  2nd.  scene ,  1st  Act. 

Eider  Lockhart,  c.d.,  meeting  Ashton,  a.n. 

Lock .  A  stranger  wants  you,  in  a  hat  and  clonk. 

Ash.  A  stranger  ? 

Lock.  Yes,' a  most  mysterious  bloke. 

Ash.  Should  it  be  Edgar  come  to  give  me  a  good  kicking  ! 
Hide  behind  the  door,  we  can  give  him  a  licking, 

Walk  your  chalks  in.  [Exit  Lockhart. 

Enter  Edgar  c.d.,  throws  off  a  cloak. 

Edgar.  You  need  not  scoff, 

Talking  of  chalks,  I’ve  come  to  wipe  some  off! 

I’ve  come  to  demand,  in  terms  polite, 

Satisfaction  from  you,  humbug. 

Ash  Want  to  fight? 

I’m  readv,  done,  agreed,  Fii  make  the  match. 

W  lien  ?  where  ? 

Edgar.  To-morrow  we’ilcome,  sir,  to  the  scratch. 

Esh.  At  .eight  o’clock  I’ll  meet  you;  mind,  no  shrinking! 
Edgar  {aside.)  If  he  comes  I’ll  leather  him  like  vvinkin  ! 

Ask.  I’m  no  dunghill  at  milling;  Tin  no  sneak. 

Edgar  (aside).  I’ll  knock  him  into  the  middle  of  next  week  ! 

Duett.  .  Edgar  and  Ashton. 

Ari<e  from  thy  flocky  bed,  all  damp  weather  scorning. 

And  meet  me  at  eight  o’clock,  sir,  in  the  morning. 

1  ask  thee  to  coffee  and  muffins  for  two — 

A  di  ton.  I’ll  give  ihee  a  whopping - 

Edgar.  A  whopping,  sir, — you  ? 

Ashton.  Away  from  this  crib,  sir,  or  your  nose  I  will  tweak, 

Edgar.  I  go  f  rom  this  crib,  or  your  nose  I  should  tweak. 

Both.  To-morrow  y  ou’ll  be  in  the  midst  of  next  week. 

Scene  5. — Same  as  ls£  scene ,  2nd  act. 

Eider  Chorus  and  Ballet.  —  They  sing  and  dunce  the  real 
Scotch  polka. — Near  the  end  Bide-the-Bent  enters ,  meeting 
Ashton,  and  without  interrupting  the  dance  loudly  whispers 
to  Ashton. 
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Bide.  0,  woe!  0,  woe  !  Lucy — such  a  go! 

Lucy,  O,  Lucy  ! — woe !  woe !  woe !  0,  woe  !' 

Lucy,  in  frantic  mind,  won't  go  to  bed — 

She’s  seiz’d  a  dagger  and  stuck  her  husband,  dead! 
See,  where  she  comes,  a  ramping,  and  a  tearing, 

Her  eyes  like  mad -bull’s  eyes  are  madly  flaring ! 

Lucy  dances  on  with  a  polka-step  round  the  stage ,  in  nights 
cap  and  short  gowny  hair  in  papers  on  one  side ,  the  other 
dishevelled  ;  a  large  carving  knife  and  a  bottle  of  whiskey. 

Lucy  {at  the  end  of  each  line  a  chord  in  the  orchestra ,) 

Teddy,  Teddy  !  my  lover  true !  [ Beckons  her  lover. 

Teddy,  Teddy  !  I  sigh  for  you.  [ Tremblanti  music. 
Like  a  bird  in  a  cage  I  chirrup,  for  thee. 

Why  hast  thou  hop’d  off  like  a  parch’d  pea  ? 

By  the  Gothic  pump  for  my  love  I  will  stay  ; 

My  eyes  like  two  pumps  are  pumping  away. 

[She  drinks  and  weeps. 

Aria.  .  Lucy. 

O’er  my  Sa  1  fate  such  tears  shall  flow, 

Shall  reach  from  here  to  Glas-glas-gow; 

Vv'hen  I  to  Davy  Jones  shall  go. 

This  to  my  love,  my  love  I  swig, 

1  can&pt  stand  such  bitter  woe. 

J  ssvig  this  drain  to  thee — 

To  thee,  to  thee ! 

I  swig  this  drain  to  thee. 

Chorus. 

Now,  alas!  how  buffy  she  is  now. 

How  buffy  she  is  now. 

(She  falls  senseless ;  they  bear  her  off . 

Last  Scene. — Exterior  of  the  .Abbey,  moonlight ,  a  comical 
moon. 

E nte  r  Edgar  with  a  bottle. 

They  have  kicked  me  down  the  stairs,  odd  rot-em; 
Right  bang  from  the  top  slap  to  the  bottom. 

In  vain  for  aid  I  did  loudly  bellow 
Ashton,  that  cruel  heartless  fellow  ; 

E’re  any  one  could  dream  of  his  intention, 

Kicked  me,  where  I  really  cannot  mention  !. 

Where  shall  I  go  to  hide  my  sorrow  ; 

I  shall  be  black  and  blue  to-morrow, 

If  I  live  as  long  •  but,  no, 

Out  of  this  world  I’d  better  go, 
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Mv  throat  I’ll  cut— but  that  might  hurt, 

And  also  spoil  my  only  shirt.; 

Myself  I’ll  hang. 

Song. .  E:’ gar. 

Ah  l  soon  my  latter  end  will  come, 

]  ponder  o'er  these  sttmes  ; 

Damp  will  be  the  narrow  home 
For  mv  poor  marrow  bones. 

Ah,  shouldfsome  friend  to-morrow  cad. 

He’ll  hear  of  my  sad  fall. 

Yes.  Lucy,  soon  this  weedy  grass 
My  blessed  corpse  will  cover: 

If  room  for  two  inside,  my  lass 
May  snooze  beside  her  lover. 

Oi»,  no,  she  won’t  cast  one  thought  on  mfc, 

I  die  ,  false  maid,  for  thee,  . 

4  die,  &c. 

Edqat .  And  she  was  forced  to  wed  against  her  will ; 

To  her  it  must  have  been  a  bitter  pill. 

Pill,  that  reminds  me,  Lucy  I  cannot  wed. 

All  jolly  rows  will  end  when  Pm  dead. 

This  drop  of  laudanum  to  her  Til  swig  [Drinks. 

Curs’d  nasty  stuff,  though,  dash  my  blessed  wig  ! 

Ha  !  What  a  twinge,  it  soon  begins  to  work  ; 

Thus  all  my  love  and  sorrow  do  I  burke. 

Aria. .  Edgar. 

The  cherrybum*  now  bear  thee. 

Dearest  Lucy,  on  thy  way  ; 

Stop  a  bit,  thv  flight  delay. 

Let  me  jump,  h  t  me  jump  up. 

Love  behind. 

Oh  ;  the  laudanum  doth  tear  me  ; 

I  begin  to  feel  quite  queer  ; 

Yes,  I  cut  this  world,  lliy  deary. 

Yes,  I  II  fly  with  thee  above. 

{He  falls,  with  a  sudden  spasmodic  affection* 
Enter  Bide-the  Bent  and  Chorus. 

Chow. 

Oh,  Lucy  now  is  dying  ! 

Yes,  dead  drunk  she’  now  expiring. 

Reason  in  his  head  sernn  rocking  ; 

Cruel  death’s  his  love  s  toes  cocking  ! 

Edgn  r.  0 ,  r i  i  in  m  i  n  i  1 

{.'horns.  Oh,  Lucy  now  is  a  dying  ! 

Edgar.  O,  Jemmini! 

Chorus.  Yes,  dead  drunk  she  expiring. 

Edgar .  And  l  cursed  her,  yes  1  cu  sed  her  ! 

My  cruelty  1  see. 

Forgive  me  Lucy  ! 
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Ed^ar  attempts  to  kill  himself  with  his  sword— they  take 
f  rom  him— he  then  draws  a  dagger — they  disarm  him. 
Bide.  By  goles,  lie’s  a  croker,  dead  as  a  door  nail. 

He’s  hut  dead-drunk — some  soda  will  not  fail 
To  bring  him  round — go  fetch  a  bottle; 

He'll  be  ail  right  when  that  goes  down  his  throttle. 
Enter  Ashton  L  m.u.k. 

Ash.  1  thought  mv  sister  Lucy  dead,  the  huzzey 

Had  drank  too  much,  and  so  got  shocking  muzzy. 

(  They  give  Edgar  soda-water.— Music  a  Polka 


Enter  Lucy,  dancing  a  Polka  step , 

Ash.  My  sister,  are  you  mad  ? 

Eucy.  No,  only  chuffy  ; 

Where’s  my  true  love  Edgar  ? 

Ash.  Here,  quite  bulTey. 

Edgar  ( coming  round).  Where  am  1  ?  is  that  my  Lucy’s  ghost  ? 
Lucy.  Alive  and  kicking — don't  stand  like  a  post — 

But  come  and  cuddle  me.  [Embraces. 

Edgar .  My  darling  duck. 

Where’s  your  husband  ? 

L.ucy.  Oh  !  the  nodle’s  stuck. 

Edgar .  What,  stuck  quite  dead  ? 

■Lucy.  I  stuck  him,  but  Ins  clothes  were  padded  so  ; 

The  wadding  parried  off  the  blow. 

He’s  here,  he  ne’er  shall  be  my  lord  and  master. 

Enter  Bucklaw  l.h.u.e. 

Buck .  ’Twas  lucky  that  I  carry  sticking  plaster  ; 

I  do  resign  the  lovely  Lucy — vixen  ! 

On  some  one  else  she  now  may  play  her  tricks  on. 
Here's 'is  the  tin  you  won  of  me  at  put. 

And  now  from  hence  my  lucky  I  shall  cut  [Exit. 
Ash.  I'm  rich  again— forgive  our  little  joke. 

Lucy .  Ah  ! 

We’ll  end  the  evening  with  the  real  Scotch  polka. 

Generl  Polka.  Jullien. 

[First  form  lines  opposite  each  other — advance  toe  and  heel — 
nod  their  heads — cast  off — heel  and  toe  step — Ashton , 
Edgar,  and  Lucy  advance  with  polka  step— omnes  beat 
time  by  tramping  with  their  boots,  &c. — nod  heads  and  all 
dance  double  quick  railway  time — 

TABLEAU.  « 


